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~ON NATIONAL TRAITS

-
-

DONN PIATT DISCUSSES THEM IN
* HIS MEMORIES OF LONDON.

Seme Pepular Theories Thereon Shown to
be Untenable—Youthful John Rulls As-
perting Their Rights—Hunting
for Blonde KEnglishmen.

|Original.)

There is a delusion common to humanity
uy-dﬂving,mmmmcertﬂnmtional
characteristics by which one people may be
known from another. That such -exist one
eannot doubt, but that they are found to the
extent relied on is a delusion. My attention
was called to this by an honorable M. P.,
who, looking with me upon London bridge,
said that there was a tradition to the effect
that if one couid look at London bridge any
time during the day and not see a white
horse upon it, such unfortunate spectator
would have some grave misfortune happen
him within tweuaty four hours.

“There is another peculiar feature about
London bridge,” he went on to assert. “We
are regarded as a blonde race, possessed of
stout legs and broad shoulders. Now, stand
with me upon this great thoroughfare and
mote the singular fact that the blondes are
an exception and the stout fellows a myth.”

I verified the assertion, and since have
moted the fact, so directly in antagonism to
popular belicf, to be evident in all parts of
London.

“And are not the distinctive traits of char-
acter, for example, so much relied on equally
unreliable?” I asked.

“Very likely,” be responded; ‘‘human
pature is human nature the world over when
it stands on the same level. There are cer-
tain differences that really do not amount to
much upon which we base wide distinctions.
For example, if one were to drop asleep in
London and waken without warning in New
York, he would be able to ‘locate’ himself,
as you say, by a difference in the use of our
common tongue. An Englishman raises his
woice at the end of a sentence, while an
American drops his. Both tones have a
masal sound, with the American’s a shade
thinner. By-the-by, the best delineators of
English peculiarities upon the stage are
Americans, such as Lester Wallack and Jef-
ferson. I have known quite a number of
your countrymen who, to protect themselves
from sharpers m pursuit of innocent stran-
gers, have caught the trick. Wear loose
clothes, thick boots, a beaver on the back of
your head and then go about indignant over
the loss of a penny and you are an English-
man.

**To this you may add certain general effects,
such as climate, For example, & cool, healthy,
bracing climate such as this tends to make
men brave and self-reliant, while an ener-
wating, unbealthy one has the opposite
effect.”

“That,” be interrupted, ‘‘is not proven in
your own country. The South has produced
your desperadoes and made the use of the
knife and revolyer a national trait.”

“I beg your pardon, the use of the knife
and revolver is no evidence of courage. On
the contrary, it may be the proof of cow-

. mrdice, and generally is. Note the differ-

ence, for example, between a duel in our
Bouthern States and one in Ireland. With
the last named there is but one anxiety evi-
dent, and that is to prove the courage of the
combatants, each willing to give the other
the advantage. With us, two-thirds of the
time is taken up in trying to overreach and
get one’s adversary at one’s mercy.”

“] never thought of that, but I have been
struck with the fact that among our ances-
tors true courage declined as heavy armor
increased. When the pot-metal got too heavy
for the gallant knight the old fellow had
reached the most evident point of helpless
poltroonery. While going through the
Tower with country cousins I have often
wondered what would be thought of an of-
ficer to-day who would clatter into a fight
with pot lids hung around him, or with any
other evidence of caring for his own safety.
But if what you say is correct, as to the
Northern and Southern courage, how do you
account for the fact that your Northern
troops were thrashed so regularly during
your late civil war?”

“The South was on the defensive, in a coun-
try well known to its men and officers,
When they in turn assumed the offensive
we had the trashing reversed, as at Gettys-
burg. Besides, we labored under the disad-
vantage of assuming and acting upon the
assumption that we possessed a regular mili-
tary force. Our men lacked the confidence
that comes of drill and discipline. We were
only a better armed and better organized
militia. Our government never having re-
quired a common soldier, made no attempt
to create one.”

“But you have an army"

“Yes, an army of officers Our blessed

has in its wisdom nurtured the

| we 0Oys reiurned nome, | was callel upon

almost daily to witness a fight among the
little fellows, The girls looked on as much
amused as the boys, and the vim and energy
with which those youthful Bulls punched
each other were extraordinarv. The
rules of the ring were strictly observed,
the outsiders interfering when one was

violated. This is remarkable among the lit-
tle beggars who swarm in certain localities

The cheerful energy with whicll these scamyps
knocked the rags off each other would aston-
ish our Young Men's Christian Association.
There is but one law that is respected, and

that is of the ring. Isaw once, for example,
from the top of an omnibus in Tottenham

Court road, a boy fighting two others, with |

the t of the crowd. It was such an

unusual mill that I stopped the omnibus and |

UETTING UNDER WEIGH.

FTHE SEA AS IT IS OUTSIDE THE
FASCINATING MARITIME NOVELS.
The Fleasures of “Tarning To"
“Bearing a Hand” —Good Reading
for Sea-Struck Youths—A
“Start in Life.,”

and

[Special Correspondence.]

Boston, May 13.—Years ago I shipped
“before the mast” mn a first-class eclipper
bound from New York to San Francisco,
When on the day of sailing [ went on board
an officer desired to know if I “*belonged to
the ship.” I told him I did. Whereat, he

got down to inquire about it, and found the ' immediately swore at me and commanded
littlie bruiser bad contracted to whip both : me to instantly “turn to” and “bear a hand”
his assailants. The police never interfere in in various directions. He seemed to con-
these juvenile effairs, unless called upon by ! sider profanity an indispensable accompani-
some benevolent bystander or indignant | ment to the giving of orders, and a sort of

householder before whose premises a crowd
is being collected.

We Americans, on the contrary, cultivate
spoonies. If an English lad comes home
thrashed he is apt to encounter another
thrashing. With us the boy is trained to ac-
cept insult. It is a Christian virtue that
creates the car hog. In Europe were a man
to occupy more seats than he pays for he
would be jerked from the cars by the first
passenger. In our cars a car hog can take to
himself four seats and ride undisturbed. We
have been trained, from early childhood, to
submit to wrong when the wrong to be
righted calls for violence. In London the
driver of a hansom or four-wheeler will
cheat you if he can. But he has to be civil
and polite. With us a backman is a fel-
low who will insult you if you speak to him,
cheat you if you employ him and whip you
if you complain of him. Doxx Puarr.

Mac O0-CHEEK, O., May 13.

MONSTROSITIES ON EXHIBITION.

A Business Which Abounds in the Revolt-
ing and the Horrible.
(Leland’s London Letter.]

The question of cruelty reminds me that
just now The Pall Mall G:z:tte is publishing
letters revealing unheard-of wickedness in
even the most noted and best managsl cir-
cuses in England as regarls the atrocious
manner in which the pcor children are
treated who are trained in them. Faw peo-
ple seem to be aware that while kindness i«
the rule a< regards animals (until it is found
that it is useless,) cruelty i~ the system pur-
sued with little girls and boys,

The whole Dbusiness of the “slangs”
abounds in the revolting and the Lorrible.
The gaping ru tics and other fools who gaze
with wonder on the big-headed boy and the
youth with a head set the wrong way, and
other human monstro-ities, are not aware
that these are produced artificially by un-
principled scoundrels of broken-down sur-
geons and by processes of incredible cruelty.
The familiar of the Inquisition and the Red
Indian never yet went so far as to keep a
young girl or boy for six months or longer
in constant excruciating agony, tied down
to a table, while the head and spine were
being slowly twisted to a hideous malforma-
tion and the ligam~nts and muscles being
gradually cut away.

Well, all of this was done, not once but
many times, a few years ago by a wretch
named Harper in London, who regularly
supplied circuses and shows with these hor-
rible curivgities. Of course the proprietors
knew how they were made. Yet when we
reflact on the great ramber of “gentlemen”
who think it manly or cynical to laugh at
even such wickedness it is not wonderful
the multitudes like to see the results of it.
Once a medico of Philadelphia, a gentleman
in the hightest circles of society, told me he
had seen exhibiting a child with an im-
mensely swellod head, and that on exami-
nation bhe instantly found that it was arti-
ficially produced. He then de-cribed the
process by which it was effected, and this
was of such loathsome cruelty that I can-
not bear to describe it. “And did you not
report this to the police! I asked.
To which be replied, with a sneer, that all
that he cared about it was to ascertain if the
work bad been well done. I believe on my
life that he would have performed the same
operation for the mere pleasure or “science”
of it :

Now this I would assert—that no country
is free from barbarism in which any kind of
human or animal monstrosities or mal-
formations, be they d warfs stunted with gin
and other medicaments (the whole process of
making one out of an ordinary little babe is
given in a book), a fat woman, or giants,
leprous negroes, snakemen, or living skele-
tons, are gloated cver with admiration. I
commend this subject to those readers who
by paying to see such “curiosities” cause the
demand for them.

Daniel Webster's Improvidence,
[Ben: Perley Poore.]

On anotber occasion Mr. Webster had in-
vited some friends to dinner. As he left
horoe in the morning he requested his wife
to send John down to the office about 10
o'clock to go to market with him. John
came down accordingly. Mr. Webster was
busy writing. He asked John if he had any
money. Jobn replied in the negative.
“Then,” said Mr. Webster, “go down to Mr,
Burritt and ask him to lend me £5.”

Republic lrm was a stationer in the lower story.)
European practice based on a thousand years’ ,John came back and stated that Mr. Burritt

As Frankiin says, take care of | had not $5, but sent him $10, which Webster
the pennies and the pounds will take care of | !0k and put in his waistcoat pocket. Pretty
themselves. You can take care of the soly %0OR & POOr woman came in on an alms-ask-
&bolhrin‘thtﬂnommnwﬂleomeasn.h‘mm Baid Webster, still writing, “I

: know all about it: you've lost your husband
matter of course. Atle-:tthththeendto‘mdh.nﬂnsmnllchﬂdmn u{dnothlngho
begin an organization at. |sat. Take thisi” and he gave her the $10

“You owed mauch, then, to the foreign note which John had borrowed from Mr.
element during your civil war?” Bﬂ;yﬂ“- i

“1 pardon, we owed nothing. and finished his work and re-
O beg your le up mainly of native marked to his servant: “Now, Jobn, we'll go

tomarket.” Down they went through Court
Americacs. But for New England, using its and Washington streets and Dock square to

z %l._nincy market, below Faneuil hall
. Webster bought of the butchers at the
the last two years of the war. That is say- ' south end of the market what suited him,
ing too much, perhaps, for she Germans vol- but made no payments, as he had accounts
unteered largely, and owing to their dis- with them. At last they reached a vegeta-
cipline and knowledge of drill, made excel- ble dealer, of whom Webster also made a
lent soldiers. But our armies were, in purchase, and was about to pass on as before

. when the faithful John arrested him with

every semse of the word, American.” |the remark: “Mr. Webster, this man is a

mmu-mmi to us; we never bad dealings with

from national traits, but it illustrated one him” “True,” said the great lawyer, “very

that strcngly marks your true Englishman. 'true;” and put his hand in his pocket for the
There is in him a judicial quality that is money to pay the amonnt. Finding

none,

very striking. He listens, and seems to be said to his servant: “John, I thought you
gave me some money just now!” “S8o I did,

iir,” said John, “but you gave it to that poor

. pear our house, and sitting st the windog g4 :hese people; now we will go home.”

|
|

(Bur- '

ornamental fringe to his vocabulary.

This proved to be the first mate. He passed
me over to the temporary charge of the
fourth mate. This persqnage was a boy about
my own age. What he lacked in years and
experience he made up in dignity and bully-
ing. He regarded me with a contemptuous
sniff, a scowl, and emphasized these with an
oath. Then he set me at work cleaning out
the ship’s hog pen.

An bour previous [ had taken final 'eave
of friends in an abode of comfort, elegance
and refinement. In the parlor I had left
were the openad piano, a lady’s work basket
full of material f& delicate ornamentation,
a table covered with choice books.

The change to the hog pen was sadden and
striking. One hour a respected and parting
guest, the next a slave, cursed by one brute
of two legs while administering to the com-
fort of another on four.

I endeavored to accommodate myself to
this chango. I strove comscientiously with
broom and scraper to put the ship’s pig pen
in a neat ani orderly condition. My motive
seemed neither appreciated by the pig nor the
little man full of importarce who supervised
my efforts. He swore at me per istently,
Where I had scraped and swept he made me
scrape and sweep over again. He seemed to
have made up his mind previously that no
effort of mine could or should suit him.

Meantime the older sailors were coming on
board more or less drunk, a condition deemed
the correct thing by the old sailor when
bound on a long cruise. Some tumbled di-
rectly into their forecastle berths, others
chose a recumbent position on deck and there
manifested a reckless inebriated jollity. The
officers took little note of them. It seemed
the regular routine to which they were ac-
customed, and they seemed to consider that
Jack must be granted some latitude while
“sobering off.”

To complicate the situation, or rather
my sensations, at the time, some of
my comrades came on board to see
me off, all in fashionable dress, wear-
ing glossy coats and beavers and snowy
white linen. They saw me the slave of the
pig pen, and driven hither and thither
under abusive commands of this bully-
ing fourth mate. [ could only nod
and smile at them. They stood in a cluster
aft, where the mate treated them with polite-
ness and consideration. 1, under maritime
discipline, could not join that group. I was
aslave and under their eyes. This was a
great change within a few hours, [ saw
them depart, and as they went over the rail
my head sunk very low.

A tug came alongside. Presently the
great ship seemed to part from the whart.
A slowly widening space grew between it
and the vessel. The mass of humanity and
houses commenced slowly to recede. I could
only catch of it a hasty glimpse now and
then, so persevering were the efforts and so
frequent the orders of my tyrant, who for
the time bad control of myself and the ship's

pig pen.

My revenge on him came sooner than I
anticipated. I pulled him overboard. It
was an unconscious and unpremeditated act.
He stood on the “mizzen chains,” holding in
his hands a line which he intended passing
to a hand on the tug, for what purpose I
knew not, The line led forward outside the
vessel and on deck through a hawser hole.
Some one cried out: “Haul in on that line.”
I was on the alert for orders, having finished
the pigpen. A line lay at my feet. I
hauled on it. There seemed a vigorous re-
gistance at the other end. The high bul-
warks hid the little man who held it from
my sight. It was he who was making the
resistance. We were pulling against each
other, yet each knew not the other who
pulled. I thought it was all right, ship-
shape and maritime fashion. Presently at
my end of the rope I felt something give
way, then I heard a splash and an outery of
‘“Man overvoard!” I peeped over the bul-
warks and saw my friend the fourth mate
floundering in the muddy water contiguous to
the wharf. Many rotten oranges floated about
him, recently tossed from a West India fruit
schooner. They fished him on the tug with
a boat hook. 1 knew I had done this deed.
But for the time I avoided owning it to my-
self. There was a demand to know “Who the
—— hauled on that ropef” Isacredly kept
all the information I had on that subject to
myself during the entire voyage. I never
ever looked at that fourth mate and allowed
my thoughts to dwell on this incident of our
first day's acquaintance, for fear he might
read them.

We were towed out in the bay and there
anchored for the night. I ‘“‘turned in,” and
turned out next morning to make the ac-
quaintance of the first mate. He was a son
of Sweden. Coming out of the forecast]e in
the gray dawn of morning. my eyes yet
heavy with sleep, I encountered a gang of
men tramping aft witha wet bawser, On
shore all was the quiet of the earliest morn.
There the day's business had scarcely com-
menced, nor the cocks finished their early
crowing. But on shipboard all was activity,
bustle and seeming confusion.

A rough hand was laid on my shoulder as
thus 1 contemplated the picture, and 1
found myself dragged toward the wet
hawser and tramping file of men, and bidden
agam to “bear a hand.” This was mv
foreign friend, the third mate. He swore at
me also. On no account was profanity eves
emitted in the working of our satp,_ ... .

——"*"--- -

lueuay wore on. 1 was ordered, T seemed
to me, by everybody, and tried to obey
everybody. It was thankless work. By §
o'clock in the afternoon the tug left us, taking
the “longshoremen” who had done most
of the work getting the ship out of the
harbor. When they had gone our world
was left intact, and a scowling, hard, un
friendly world it m:{:ﬂi to me.

Thirty-six hours afterward we were in a
gulf stream ‘‘blow,” and about ten o'clock at
night I found myself on the foretopsail yard,
clinging for life with both hands and wish-
ing I could be of some vse to the men about
me, wao bore themselves in this insecure
situation with all the ease of long usage. To
me it was a fearful combination of tossing,
heaving, darkness and strangeness., The men
were pulling in concert at fold after fold of
wet, flapping sail, bringing it atop the yard.
In this work I was useless and an incum-
brance. I simply clung, A sailor perceiving
my general inefficiency and fear told me to
goon deck. As I seemed under everybody's
orders I did so. Here a foe, which for some
hours [ had been trying to throw off or delude
myself with the idea that it was not the
enemy I suspected, overcame me—sea-sick-
ness. I laid myself up n the deck. On me
poured the rain and over me tramped the
heavy boots of the noisy tars as they swayed
away at brace and clew line. The deck be-
came a pond as wave on wave sent from its
crest their cards on board in the form of
buckets or barrels of water dashed over the
bulwarks. I rolled into the lee scupvers. A
voice bawled into my ear, “Are vou sick?” 1
was feebly affirmative. “‘Gobelow,” was the
order. Below I went, and tumbled thank-
fully into a berth alongside of another sick
“greenhiorn.”

It seemed but a few moments afterward—
but it was morning, for to a sailor at sea
morning comes very early—I was “yanked”
out of my berth by a strong hand and bidden
to dress myself and turn to. This gentle-
man was the second mate. He swore at me,
of course. Indeed, profanity seemed to ac-
cumulate in these gentlemen's mouths if they
remained long silent, so that its discharge
was the first necessily ere giving utterance
to other fhought. He said he bad come tg
cure my sea-sickness, He said this wath a
sardonic grin. I palled on my wet clothes
and staggered on deck., The cloud of yes
terday’s canvas had disappeared, but a
single sail was set, th: bare masts and yards
were rising and falling against a background
of stormy sky, the ocean was a tumbling
mass of gray-hued water, the storm music
was playing on the ship's rigging. Weak,
faint and trembling, and I may add tum-
bling about, my feet having as yet learned
no sea grip of the deck, my present master
put a “chain hook"” in my hands anli bid me
assist the gang in dragging along section
after section of the heavy iron cable, pre
paratory to its final storage in the “‘run,”
where it would rest until we reached San
Francisco. .

The mode of cure seemed rough. It seemed
also efficacious, ‘‘Misery” was no name for
it during the first hours I so worked.
Yet little by little the agony worked off, and
by nightfall I could relish the quart of hot
water, colored with something called tea and
served us sweetened with molasses, Had J
been nursed as a passenger I should probably
have remained sick a week,

Yes, my dear boy, this is the sea, the sea,
the deep blue sea outside the fascinating
maritime novel. This is the sea without its
gloves, for the young man who is weary of
the home monotony of a feather bed, a room
to himself, hot rolls and prime coffee for
breakfast, and a mother to grumble at be
cause she hasn't furnished just the kind of
pie you like. This, my good woman, is the
taste of life possibly in store for that son of
yours whom you have nursed and reared so
tenderly, and possibly whose every caprice
you have humored, until he has come to
regard you as a cross between an upper ser-
vant and a governess. Possibly a month of
the experience above given might be goof
for him. I remember hearing one ef
my youthful chums on that ship say,
during a terrific gale off Cape Horn,
when a fon or two of greenish
water was coming on board every few min-
utes, smashing barrels, boxes and ribs;
“Jimminy! Don'tI wish I was in our old
woodshed home! Used to shink it mighty
hard to have to bring in wood and water and
do such like chores after coming home from
school. Jimminy! Wouldn't I be glad to
do them now " PRENTICE MULFORD.

YOUTH’S IDEAS ON ROLLING "'STONES

[Original.]
*“Rolling stones gather no moss.” —01d Proverb.
Why should I gather moss,
When my nature is to roll—
As I deem stagnation loss
For the body and the soul?
I would roll! I would roll!
Far away from the lazy shore,
From the melancholy sand
Of the cold and barren strand,
I would roll for evermore,

I prefer the sunny slope,

Where the winding brook meanders,
To the frigid mountain cope,

Where the wild bee never wanders,
I would roll! I would roll!

To the gardens of the spring,

Where the blithe birds pair and sing,
In the fullness of their joy,
In their freedom from annoy,

Away to the fruitful plain,
To the fields of golden grain,
And mix in the human strife,
In the tide of hope and life;
Free of heart, and hand, and soul,
I would roll, I would roll,
In beautiful endeavor,
Forever and forever!
CHARLES MACEAY,
Loxpoxn, May 1,

““The Roller waix.~
(Buffalo Express.]

A new result of roller skating has made its
appearance. It might be called the roller
walk, and may be observed in the carriage
of young women who frequent the alleged
baneful resorts. It consists in a short, quick,
outward turn of the heel as the foot is raised
in walking. The opponents of tha rinks say
that this is but the precursor of foot-and-
mouth disease, cerebro-spinal meningitis,
small-pox, spavin, black-death and a host of
other horrible ills which are bound to afflict
the race which permits roller skating or any
other form of bodily exercise in which both

saxas oin i
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GEN. A. 8. JOHNSTON.

—

NCIDENTS CONNECTED WITH THE
CONFEDERATE LEADER'S DEATH.

Recollections of an Ex-Confederate Staff
Officer—The Last Charge at Shiloa

—The Commander Mortally
Wouunded - -Pathetio Scene,

[Maj. Dudley M. Haydon.|
I had been the bearer of several orders
during the day, and in the intervals bad not
much to do but witness the scenes hourly
shilting before ma. One of the principal
duties of a stafl officer is to bear orders and

' rally troops: but our troops were so eager to

strike the enemy on that day that my time
was not much occupied in taat way; conse-
quently, I was, with slight intervals, by the
side of Gen. Jobnston during the morning
up to the tima of the charge. Feeling a lit-
tle neglecied. I said to him: “You keep all
of your staff on the wing. flying to and fro
on their bhor es; why do you retain me by
your <ide! I want more to do.”

He repliel: “You will bhave plenty of
work to do yet.”

In less than forty minutes a messenger
came dashing up to him and said that
Breckinri ige was sorely pressed and wanted
belp. He turned at once and said to me:
“Your chance has come. Go as tast as you
can and tell Gen Bowen to mowe up and
prepare for action.” Preston, 1 taink, had
received an order just before to select the
ground.

Gen. Bowen's brigade was held as a re-
serve. 1 soon found them partly under
cover, where they had been awaiting orders
all the morning. So soon as 1 delivered the
order Bowen gave the word, and I shall
never [ rget the quick glance of delight that
iiuminated hLis tace and all the officers and
men of the brigade, which was ome ef tie
bast drilled of the whole army. As they
moved forward our path was strewed with
the dead and wounded. Breckinridge had
sufferel a repule. Shells' were bur:ting,
cannon booming, and volley after volley of
artillery and infantry were all thundering
at the same time, Gen. Johnston came
dashing up almost before Bowen's troops
had been aligned, and stoppad his horse on
the crest of the hill that Preiton hai
seleoted. Governor Harris and myself were
the only members of his staff at that moment
by his side. Gen. Breckinrid ze came riding
up under grzat excitement, and said: “Gen
eral, I have a regiment of Teunesseeans who
refuse to fight. I have been doing my
utmost to rally them and get them in.”

Gen. Johnston did not answer him, but
turned suddenly to Governor Harris, saying:
“Did you hear that, governor!” and repeateu
Breckinridge's words to him. Harris
galloped forward after saying: *“I will see
what [ can do.” Breckinridge followed, but
returned in a few moments and said again:
“Gen. Jobnston, 1 cannot get my men tc
make the charge.” To which he replied:
“Then I will help you.”

It was then Gen. Johnston bowed to him
and rode instantly into Bowen’s lines, not
many paces off, and motioned with his right
hand for an opening to be made, I followed
him, and stopped by the side of Bowen, in
position immediately behind his brizade.

The gencral then twyned to the left and
rode up and down the line, returning near
the spot where he entered it. Here he balted
and saluted. On one of his fingers hung =
bright tin-cup, which had been handed
him by Preston during the morning, and
which had served him for drinking water
as we crossed the ravines 1 was withip
twenty paces of him, and according to my
recollection these were his words: “Mon o'
Texas anl Arkansas, the enemy is stubborn.
I want you now to show Gen. Beauregard
and Gen. Bragg what you can do with yom
bayonets and your toothpicks. 1 wiil lead
you. Forward!” The men went in with ¢
yell.

Turning around to see if all the men wert
advancing in the fire, I saw about 100 fine
looking troops crouching along the line of s
fence, and, riding up to them, found that
they were a part of the regiment that Gov:
ernor Harris had attempted to rally anc
could not put them into the fight. To then
I appealed, but to no purpose.

All these incidents happened, I am sure,
within thirty minutes. Putting spurs to my
horse I galloped a few yards and was me
by Preston, who told me he had just placed
Rutledge in position near the ravine, and hi
battery was delivering a sweeping firy
through the disordersd and retreating ranks
of the enemy.

He asked me: “How is the battle going
on, and where is Johnston?” Just then Col
Theodore O’'Hara approached us with a sad
face, and said: “I fear Gen. Johusten {:
mortally wounded. Where can I get a sur
geon?” We hurriedly rode in the directioc
of the crest of the hill on which the chargs
was maje. A few moments brought us t¢
where our chief was lying in a reclining

position, supported in the arms of Governo
.Harris. A minie ball had torn off part o
the sole of his boot, from which the blood wa:
oozing. He was deathly pale, though his
eyes were open, but without luster.

Preston lifted him in his arms, opened
rapicly his clothing, but could find n«
wounds on his body., He then ex
claimed with great emotion, and
loudly called out: “Johnston, don’
you know me?” No response followed, anc
Preston cried, “Give me some whisky.’
Maj. Wickham banded me a cantesn
which he had picked up on the battle-fleld.
and being also on my knees and nearer his
head, I poured a few tablespoonfuls down
his throat but he could not swallow, and it
flowed over his chin. Isaw that there was
no hope, anl putting my hand to his side an
nounczd to Pre ton that his heart bad ceasec
to beat.

Preston straightened up, and, easting his
eyes to the heavens, cried out in the mos
thrilling tones of anguish I ever heard
“My Gol! my God! Haydon, isitsof” A
moment after, recovering his self-command,
he drew out his note-book of the battle anc
read to those of the staff, who were stand
ing around, this dispatch, which he askel
Governor Harris to bear instantly to Gen
Beauregard. The wordes were in substance
as follows:

“RAVINE, 2.30 o'clock. —Gen. Johnston has
just fallen, mortally wounded, after a victo
rious attack on the left of the enemy. I
now devolves on you to complete the
victory.”

Preston, turning to us said: “I will gc
forward and procure an ambulance. You,
gentlemen, will carry the body as rapidly a
you can to the rear.” Rifled cannons werr
tearing the limbs above our heals, and the
minnie balls were whistling drsadfully about
our ears. A blanket was pulled from a sad
dle near by, and we laid the general's boldy
upon it, snd before we lifted the body ]
jerked my sash from my waist and covered
his face, shielding it from the rays of thu
sun.

We took the body to the vary spot that we

had lelt In the morning, some two mues m
the rear over ground which had been so stub

bornly contested. The spot where Johnstos
fell was near the utmost boundary t> which
the Confederates drove the Feleral army
that day.

AS A BIRD. A
[(Lucy R. JefTries.)

Poor cage! 1 cling to you in spite of all
I am a timid bird, 1 am so small.

1 do not know of all those s vast,
Always my little cage has held me fast.
And thro' its windows five 1 can but see
This luwer earth, so simply sweet to me.

Those do not need me. I can only sing.

The flowers hear me in the early spring,

Love's Ro e bas laid ber soft cheek near my
broast,

Oh, I am happier than was ever guessad,

Mend my poor cage, in mercy shelter me!

l am a coward and can’t be free!

The strange birds come again—their wings
are warm.

They have been thro' this wild night's dark
and storm.

They sorrow that I camnot. too, b2 frea ]

Nor know the raptures of immensity.

They sp-ak not to me of those spaces Jreat—

They whi-per softly but to trust and wait:

For He who made this world sv sweet for

Will find and keep me in my libarty.
EXECUTIVE HOSPITALITY.

[Original.]
Some time ago Governor Gallaham, a welk
known Southern executive, started north om
business connected with the debt of his state.
Upon arriving at Little Rock the passengers
were informed that, owing to a “washout.”
the train would be delayed several hours
“Ah” thought Governor Gallabam, “‘this
will give me an opportunity to meet the
Governor of Arkansas.” 4
He inquired the way to the State House.
The Governor of Arkansas was out of town.
He had left the office in charge of his private
secretary, who, having made arrangements
to go fishing, had turned over the depart-
ment to the care of his worthless brother-in-

law, Tom Bickle. {

“Come in,” said Bickle, as a stately looking
man pre ented himself at the door. ‘.

“Good morning, sir. Have I the bonor of
addressinz the chief executive of Arkansast |

“%You bave,” replied Bickle,

“] am Governor Gallaham.”

“Ah, Governor, glad to meet you, sir. Si
down and make yourself as much at home an
though you were in your own office. By the
way, Governoi fiallaham, do you object to '
the observance of an old-time customi”

“Oh, no; not at all.”

“Well, sir, many years ago, probably be-
fore the meeting betwean the Governors of ’
North and South Carolina, the Legislature
of Arkansas passed a very peculiar, though, |
when you become accustomed to it, natural |
enough resolution. This, as nearly as I can'
remember, is the text: ‘Resolved, that when '
the Governor of Arkansas calls upon the'
Governor of another state, that he shall pro-:
cure a juz of the best whisky and drink te
the everlasting perpetuity of our common '
country; and be it further resolved, that:
when the Governor of another state do visit '
the Governor of Arkansas, that the visiting '
Governor procure a jug and drink as above '
directed.’ This is an old custom, Governor,” |
continued Bickle, who was suffering for a
drink and who hadn’t the substance of a cent '
por the shadow of credit, “and I will not'
insist upon its enforcement, especially as 1!
am a Prohibitioaist: but as I say, the custom '
18 very old and has been observed by some?
of the most eminent men in the country. I!
thought I had a jug here, somewhere,” added '
Bickle, looking under the table. ‘‘The Gov-'
srnor of Missouri was down here several |
days ago, and though I insisted, yielding to '
the promptings of the great temperance'
principle, that the rule should not be ob-'
served, yet he declared that he would not be '
the first to disregard it. Good man, that'
Governor of Missouri. Full of honor, brim '
full of it, sir.” !

“My dear sir,” said Governor Gallaham, “'I
was elected on the Temperance ticket, but,
like the Governor of Missouri, 1 cannot be the
first one to trample upon the rule. What is
the conventional sum /"’ '

“Ten dollars.”

‘‘Here's the money, sir.”

Bickle said on such occasions it was the
rule that the resident Governor should go in

n and have the jug filled. Going to &
peighboring saloon, he bought $2 worth of
cheip whisky. - e

“Now, Governor, we will proceed,” be sai
when he returned to the exgt-un've chambe‘:.‘

*I do not like to drink,” rephed Gallabam;
“I used to drink a great deal and—"

“Oh, so did 1, Governor; and were it not
for this old-time rule I would never drink
;gu.i,l,x. Glasses are Turn up the

jugtia]hham took a pretty fair “snort” and

the jug to Bickle, who wrestled with
it as a man wrestles with an opponent of
whose tricks he is aware,

“*Arkansas is a great state.” said the visit-
ing governor, “a state of wounderful re-
sources.”

“Bet your executive life,” replied Bickle,
shoving the jug toward Gallaham, who,
turning it up, remarked:

“Here’s to our common country.”

“Don’t speak of it,” said Bickle, as be re-
ceived the juﬁ and puckered his lips around
the short neck of the vessel.

*“How long have you lived in this state?™
asked Gallahax

“Who, met! Let me think. See the Ar-
kansas river out there! Well, sir, when I
came :are that river was nothing but a damp
streak.

*“You don't tell me so!™

“Oh, yes. It kept getting r ev
year until it got so oozy that we had to roll
up our Yreeches when we crossed it. See
that steemboat! Well, sir, right where that
boat is hugging the current my yoke of steers
got stalled one day.”

Gallaham said nothing, but he turned up
the jug. Bickle caght it as it came down,
drank, and continu

“That river gets awful low in the summer.
Got so low last year that the doctors gave it
up. Nobody thought it could recover. I've
seen steamboats struggling along on stilts
Passengers were all ing.”
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